ACT THREE
LEONARDO:
Where they cannot come,
these men who surround us.
Where I can look at you!
BRIDE [sarcastically]:
Carry me with you from fair to fair,
a shame to clean women,
so that people will see me
-with my wedding sheets
on the breeze like banners.
LEONARDO:
I, too, would -want to leave you
if I thought as men should.
But wherever you go, I go.
You're the same. Take a step. Try.
Nails of moonlight have fused
my 'waist and your chains.
[This whole scene is violent, full of great sensuality*]
BRIDE:
Listen!
LEONARDO:
They're coming.
BRIDE:
Run!
It's fitting that I should die here,
with water over my feet,
with thorns upon my head.
And fitting the leaves should mourn me,
a woman lost and virgin*
LEONARDO:
Be quiet. Now they're appearing.
BRIDE:
Go now!
LEONARDO:
Quiet, Don't let them hear us.